CHAPTER VI
The Attack on the Tuileries
HE did not go to bed; indeed few in Paris except
the little Dauphin and children of his age
closed their eyes. The heat was intense, but it
was something else that stayed the whole city from slum-
ber. Every window was open, every shutter flung back, to
admit the fugitive currents of air that might steal down
from the close heavens and to permit a glimpse of events.
The chandeliers of the palace, the sacred lights in the
convents, tapers in every attic, were agleam, so that the
whole town shone as though for a festival
There was plenty of illumination, therefore, for Napo-
leon, when he left the wrangling communists in the theater
to make his rounds. Intensely interested in his profession,
he analyzed every military situation, even though he was
but a spectator* As hypothetical commander, first of the
attacking forces, then of the defense, he decided where he
would have placed his cannon, his barricades, how disposed
his troops. It might have been better if the procrastinat-
ing king, pacing back and forth under the chandeliers to
escape the taunts of his queen, had leaned out of the win-
dow and called the young man in.
The riding-academy was now dark. The chaotic Assem-
bly had dispersed on a pretext, leaving the crown to its
84